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‘The cf that leads to hapoiness is strait 

Vet few pursue it with a steady heart, 

Make virtue, truth, and constancy your guide, 
“If you would ‘scape the quicksands and the shoal = | 


I MOGINBE, 
HISTORY OF A COQUETTE 
~—_ 


CHAPTER II 


Can such things be, and vot excite our special wonder ?” 


OR THE 


Pur infamous Sedgwick conveyed Imogine to a 
carriage, Which awaited his orders at a short dis- 
tance from the dwelling of the unfortunate Mrs. 
Edgar, and the deluded girl was on the road to 
Harlem before she awoke from a delirium which! 
had seized her when she saw her mother’s agita-| 
tion, and heard her shriek of death. The con- 
sciousness of her deplerable situation broke in up- 
on her like a wave of the ocean, when driven into 
lury by the boisterous winds, and desolation marks 
its progress. Reason reeled, overloaded, trom her 
throne, and, with a tremulous voice, she fearfully 
inquired, “* Where am Ir” 

“With the man who adores you,” exclaimed! 
Sedgwick, with vehemence, alarmed at the situa-| 
tion in which he saw his intended victim; and, 


taking his handkerchief from his pocket, he wiped | 








away the large drops of sweat which had gathered; 


on her brow,and yet hung heavy on her still beau- 


tilul forehead. 


“ Is it you, George, indeed ?” said she, mistaking 
the voice of Sedgwick for that of the only being 
she had ever truly loved. “Is it, indeed, you F— 
Then Lam most happy.” She smiled, with a kind 
of vacant look, through the tears which dimmed, 
but did not obscure the lustre of her eyes 3 and, 
placing her snowy arm playfully around his neck, 
her head fell upon his bosom. He felt bis heart 
throb with violence, as it received the pressure of 
her cheek, and he almost faltered in his purpose ; 
but, summoning up his resolution, he angrily ex- 
Claimed, 

“Imogine! Imogine! Know me—you are with 
me—with your devoted”—The sentence died on 
lus lip, as he perceived that he was speaking to one 
who did not hear; and, almost wild with fear of 
disappointment, he sank back in his carriage, Which 
rolled swiftly along, and sullenly mused until the | 
vehicle stopped at a hotel, and he was again roused! 
10 action. 





He lifted his lovely burthen from the carriage, 
ind consigned her to the protection of the hostess, 
With directions that she should lack no care or at- 
'endance, and retired to meditate on a plan for the| 
‘ittherance of his purpose. 

Of all the villains that infest the world, none can 
Xe more base than the cool, calculating seducer of 
female innocence. One single hour of the misery 
endured by his victim, one solitary hour of retlec- 
ton, amid the stings of conscience, for a libertine, 


“ul far outweigh all the calamities an unjust world can! 


*ccumulate upon the head of him who feels that he 
n dang ’ e _ 
‘s done his duty. No excuse can be urged in fa- 


Your of . 5 —~ == 
ur of such baseness, which does not enhance, ra- 


tended to nurture. 


tired to plan the ruin of a woman whom he pro 
fessed to adore, and to crush that flower he pre- 
It is not for me to decide how 
lar Imogine herself was to blame. She had co-! 
quetted with George, and flirted with Sedgwick 
tampered with the feelings of one, and trited with 


destruction, and drew down upon her head the 


storm which now threatened to destroy her. 


Sedgwick had purposely insulted George, a 
challenge had been given and accepted, the fatal 
instruments of death had opened their mouths with 
thunder, and the noble, magnanimous George been 
nour, while his murderer escaped to plot a destrue-| 
tion more deadening, more blasting for Imogine,| 
‘than that which the ball had inflicted on the breast) 
of him who would have protected her. Cold and 
heartless, he reasoned thus with himself: 
“She must be mine, but not by marriage. I can-| 
not bind myself by any such cord, nor can I con-| 


‘fine my sweet bird in such a cage; but TP will find 
/means to link her to me by other ties. She thinks 
: —_ 
‘LT love her; peace be with her thoughts: she still 
ishall think so. 
we . : : 
with the fool George: there V'll not vet undeceive 

ther, but by suffering her to believe herself under) 
| . . . . | 
| the protection of him, persuade her to fly with me 
ito Englands; and when once she is from all het 


‘friends, and fully under my control, UH mould her | 
| not lost by negleeting your advice ! 


| ° se 
ito MY OWN Views. 
With such thoughts he busied himself during the! 


| 
' 


i whole night, and it was just as the sun arose in his | 


splendour, to drink the dew which glistened on the 
fields, that he threw himself on his couch, and en- 
'deavoured to compose himself to sleep. Ideas, bas« 

as the brain of a demon could conceive, flashed | 
across his mind in his sleep, and he awoke unre-| 
treshed. 

Imogine, happy in the thought that George was) 
near her, and too insane to reflect on the impropri-| 
ety of her conduct, fell into a quiet slumber, peace- 
ful as the sleep of childhood, and awoke in the 
morning in the same blissful delirium. She was 
ignorant of the fate of her mother, and felt mot her 
ignorance. 

Sedgwick, aware that great caution would be 
necessary to prevent his plans from miscarrying, 
wrote her a note, informing her that business de- 
tained him, &c. By using the signature of George, 
he calmed her uneasiness, and after a few letters, 
had passed, it was agreed that she should come, 
under the protection of his servant, and meet hini in 
a few days, on board a ship bound for England. He! 
promised, most faithfully, that he would marry her! 
on their arrival, and urged various considerations, 
for the necessity of keeping their flight a secret.—| 
On the day appointed, she flew on the wings of| 
impatience, to meet, as she thought, her George, | 
and, with tremulous emotion, entered the steam | 
boat, which was to convey her to the ship. The 


| 
' 
' 
| 





proud vessel had already spread her white wings) 
to the breeze, the “ yo-heave-yo” had resounded | 
over her decks, and she was ready for departure 








‘rthan diminish its cuilt: and yet Sedewick re- 


the moment the passengers stepped on board. She 


She likewise belicves herself now), 


moved off in majesty betore the wind, her gilded 


prow parted the cerulean wave, and furrowed the 


mighty dee 


™“ dgw Cha, Ith .» Wik hed the actions of his 


chis@use 


victim, Who searched, with manime eagerness, for 


her Gseorge, and he almost feared to disclose hbim- 


lithe affections of another—until, by her own mis-| self, lest the glimmer of reason which yet remain- 
‘conduct, she had been marked as a fit object tor 


ed should be totally extinguished 

Ile placed himself before her, and thew eves 
met. Deseription cannot equal the fury that glar- 
ed in those of the terrified maiden, when she saw 
lum. ‘The whole Wansaction came fresh opon her 
recollection, and the charm that had covered her 
senses The marriage ceremony, 


pusse daw ay. 


left for dead on the spot, misnamed the field of ho-| which he had wmterrupted—-the letters, signed 


George, which she had received, thronged, in one 
contused chaos, upon a mind already overcharged ; 
and, instead of the madness Sedgwick had feared, 
he found sanity he dreaded. She did not speak, 
but, turning from him, hid her face in her hand- 
kerchiel, and sobbed. 

said Sedgwick, plaintively; “ my 
dear Imogine, do not turn thus away.” 


oo ' 
Imogine 


| * Monster,” echoed the girl, “ what would you 


ilo 
* Love vou, and only you.” 

Imogine saw her situation, and, too proud to ex- 
pose herself to the passengers and the crew, she re- 
tired to the cabin, to meditate upon the means to 
jtree herself from the society of Sedgwick. 

* Ah, ny mother,” thought she, “ what have J 


' Ah, George, 


what will become of you? and Imogine, once the 


'belle and life of so iety, to what has your impro- 
She paused, and the 
Hthought of seli-destruction rushed across her mind ! 

Sedgwick entered the cabin, and, surveying Imo- 
gine trom head to foot, pretended sorrow tor hex 
situation, which he did not feel. He at length 
threw himself upon his knees before her, and wept. 

The peer girl gazed upon him for a moment, 
and faintly articulated, “ We are, indeed, a mise- 
rable pair—has sorrow reached a heart, callous to 
integrity and lover” 

* Yes, lady, yes—I could brave the storm of ad- 
versity and misfortune could smile at disease and 
scoff at sorrow—but your cruelty destroys, sub- 
dues me.” 

* Villain—talk not to me of cruelty—have you 
not torn me from home and happiness—did you 
not poison my mind against George, and have you 
not plunged me into the deepest pit of sorrow ° 
What excuse can you urge for your conduct.” 

Sedgwick took her hand, and tears streamed 
from his eyes, as he looked full in her face. 

* You look, sir, as though you grew repentant 
Heaven prosper its own work.” : 

* You behold me, a broken-hearted, repentant 
wretch—led on to deceit and crime, from love for 
you.” 

“ Forgive me, Imogine, and believe me when I 
swear I love you eternally—my whole soul is yours 
and I will never deceive you again—I swear it — 
and I will not break my oath.” 

& Would I knew thy heart.” ° 

“ If you did—if you could read the agony it ene 


per conduct brought you?” 















































agate 


nano... Ukiah hal Sade ek bine ed adel PUpTa HE. HOPS Nee eres tite 


i 


Te ee ee ke oe 


ee devipsdbernchth iplictecenaiagitantehl te thetibewinnd aemweg oth ow 


$ tor MeperERe Rn tHe 7 


ae ee 
ne 


alike. | oe 
' 


ae 


bof 


jamie 
; 
» 








tte 






eres? * 








154 THE NEW-YORK MIRROR, AND LADIES’ LITERARY GAZETTE. 





= =< 


jures ob your account—al you kuew the pain un- Orra, and her irresolution wounded his pride. He crawl, fly. hop, swim, and jump, according to they 
dures 


der which | have writhed for these many long, Lave lus Consent to the cruel deed, which the reso- different fancies, but let the biped take care ho» 
ong months, you would indeed pity and forgive lute Sambrac was to perpetrate At her appear- le walhs, lest he come under my critical observa. 
mine.”” ance be withdrew, to mix some powder in the druk tron 

“If what vou say be true, I do indeed.” of which she was to partake Phe countenance Neither shall I pretend to enumerate the goog 


“ Then may I hope of Orra was dressed in smiles. When Sambrac effects of walking on the health of the body, bus 


; 


“ Sedewick. [dare not answer—leave me for the returned, she presented a hand to each, and eheer- merely describ: the appearance of mankind whik 
present—-f shall soon grow stronger, aud we will fully joined in the morning song But what were exercising thei ambulatory faculties. As for those 
talk jurther on this subject , the emotions of Hlamet, when she raised th por who lose the use of their legs for the sake of lolling 
But bid me hope-—and PU obey you.” sonous beverage to her lips \ momentary im- on then carriages, or, ike some of the eastern na- 
You do not deserve it.” pulse directed that he should dash the cup from) tions, find sufficient delight in a squattung posture, 
Ah. lady, if all men’ got their deserts’ who "el hand; but the vigilant eye of Sambrac too T leave them entirely out of the question. The 
would escape whipping ¢” powerfully withheld bin. When she had finished pedestrian, of whatever rank or description, is the 
Ingenious, and msinuating deluder —but leave her draught she gave the cup io Mamet. Tn a tew ubyeet of my present attention. 
me.’ winutes hereyes grew dim; a sickly damp crept It is well known that physiognoniists derive 
Then I may hope over her limbs; she sunk on the grass; and while much assistance in developing a man’s character, 
the agonized Hamet supported her with his arm, from observing his gestures and attitudes; but as | 
But your eye does.’ Sambrac leaned over her with a look of horrible can boast of no great proficiency in that art, | must 
“ LT feel the hand of death ison me,” consider myself in the light of an humble observer, 


1 do—obl my soul's best idel—vou have taken Said Orra, * but how to account for this sudden collecting matter for the benefit of ny readers, who 


My tongue does not say so ! 


“ ‘Phen trust its language, and be gone. Auxiety. 


ie 


from mney bosom a load which had nearly- —” 


+. 


wnsation E know not: but, as the hour of my de-| are at liberty to consider themselves as very acute 


No more--no more purture draws near, reserve shall end; my prefer- ply sioguomists. 


Sedgewick bowed, and respecttully withdrew, ence can now cause no sire, Beloved triends, Phe first mode of walking which shall merit our 
leaving Emogine adieu! Hamet, receive my last sigh; my shade) attention, is the swagger, Phe swaggerer may be 


shall often visit you, to give you comfort ull the | known by the reeling motion of his body, like an 
hour when we shall meet again in bliss: my love) inverted pendulum, and the large extent of ground 
was ever thine. Sambrac, brother of my beloved, he measures at each step: his progress is accelera- 
farewell, Phamet, Edie? Distraction ‘seized the | ted by the swing of his arms, which he employs 
brain of Hlamet: he threw himself on her cold bo- like a paw of oars, If accustomed to carry a stick, 
dy. kissed her forehead and cheek, and bathed her he becomes a dangerous animal, by frequently an- 
with his tears: then rising, with a look of calm re-) Hoying his neighbour's shins, and now and theo 


“ bettie lke patence on & thonument 
Sentiiog at priet’ 


The vessel clided proudly on her way, where 
we shall leave her until our neat chaptes 





THE REPOSTTORY. 





liere do we gather all hat's worth our care signation, he bent his body towards the sun, and knocking a child on the head. 
artes Serene ene ee Ser eens turning again to his brother, said, “ Sambrac, | \. B. This is an excellent walk to conceal the 
' i i { . : > piolhits effects of the bottle. 
SAMBRAC, THE INDIAN. eager eagles Ss ty ang: tangy Papsclcnestg uo tag ag alco: 9 Fae a oe 
love. Ovra, we shall not long be parted.” With 1 reverse Of Us is the cal-step, lor an exem 
A TALE. 


these words. he drew torth bis kuife. and would plideation of which let any one look at a French 


A virtuous mind may, ma moment when the have priere ed his bosom with the deadly Weapon, iriseur, on bis visits to his customers; or a dancing 
passions are triumphant, harbour an unworthy Se li- 


Sambrac arrested his arm; his looks were wild with) Master, pacing it along; or a juggler, walking on 
timent; but when reason re-assimes her sway in 


horror. “ What has the infernal fiend tempted ¢ggs: OF one of those beings who are always very 
the breast, replete with native honour, how noble) io Pfamet. falone must die; for the hour has. busy about nothing, and troubled with the fidgets. 
iS the atoncment ! Such was the case With Sam arrived in which my treachery renders a father’s | The strut, or Spanish walk. To perform this, 
brac the Indian; his heart was the seat of many 


, me % mandate void. tn innocence alone he willed that: the body must be kept erect, while the foot is 
Virtues, and divided in affection between Orra and we should live together, and Ihave broke the co- brought forward with a majestic air. People sud- 
Hamet, Love softened the impetuous temper of) vaiant, Orra is not dead: a wicked design to denly made rich, and new made aldermen, take 4 
Sambrac, friendship corrected, in a great measure, supplant my brother urged me to this hateful strata-|/ great deal of pains in learning to “ walk Spanish.” 
his ardent passions. Orra, the amiable daughter gem. The infusion with which she appears to It is not calculated for men of business—so I may 
of a late beloved chief, had listened with satisfac- have been poisoned, is a powerful opiate only ; and 4S well trudge on ia my research. 
tion to the suit of Sambrac, till she found thata by might | meant to have conveyed her privately The graceful step. Coutormable to nature, and 
similar flame burned in the bosom of Hamet. “They ¢., up the island, where [ hoped to win her whole) Without affectation. ‘This would be the largest class, 
were friends and brothers; howW then could she affections. and selfishly leave a brother to anguish if every person had his choice in which to be ar 
show a preference that might sow the seeds of dis-| . 4 despair. Her words have undeceived me; tanged. Politeness will not suffer us to place th 
cord between them? With generous policy she! (7a loves you alone. May you with her enjoy! female sex in any other but this, for * grace was i 
strove to defer her decision, tll chance might die. 4, happiness of which the treacherous Sambrac. @!l her steps,” as Milton says—and he must not bi 
Del “ ose ge of one to some other object.| would hav deprived you. Embrace me, brother; contradicted by AMBULATOR 
Yelay inflamed the passion of Sambrac; jealous: 1 1... ies ecieeeis Meielaeieeas ce sean 
ssietret Sauk fd gecmmmion of blasonk, and belgian eee ae etek FIRE-SIDE REFLECTIONS. 
regarded bis brother with looks of gloomy suspi-, nee Tn a , : tie oa | “It is a pity (said my friend, as we were passing 
cion. The oppressed beart of Hamet could ill, ae Al pcs waged eo hyary aay wl —? a beautiful young lady,) that she should be an or 
brook this treatment from the dear companion of who vainly strove to prevent the horrid act, and | P!@": She only partakes of the bounteous ro 
his earliest hows. “ Oh, my brother! he would/i..: it drew on before he attempted to remove tbe} of friendship ; and how soon that may cease, hea- 
ery, “ Killme rather with your arrow than with) ;.~ 
your eyes; for 1 have lived too long when you 


, ag : ll ve ; ] ‘ sasure W it be to 
-body. Returning animation in the body of Orra YS" only knows. What a pleasure would 
begin to hate me!” Sambrac threw aside his bow, 
and rushed into his brother’s arms. A pause of| 


Hl  ~ : ; ak ims } ‘re >, and raise 
first roused him from the dreadful lethargy into make such images of our C re nanny of life.” 
which he had fallen; he hastened to recall her tor-: _ from the oe ae <P “ : sodness 

. - a } ay 726 ae ‘ ‘ 0 S$ 

7 t pid senses, and bore her from a scene so shocking.) _* M®V@? Was hore pleased than at the g a 

tender emotion succeeded ; but the rapid imaina-| Sincere aflliction filled their hearts; and the grave ‘of my friend’s heart: every sentiment was 1D g!0%; 
tion of Sambrac hurried forward a new train of) of the rash Sambrac was daily visited by the young |#"4 @ sincere wish arose in reality to partake 0! 


sas. Starti an »exclai . vs rhe. = - i k. 3 i oe % © ewer af sense, tv 
ideas. Starting back, he exclaimed, What pueril | lovers, who did not fail to teach their offspring the this imaginary joy. How pleasing to the sense, 
folly this! Let us act as men. Did not our fa-) 

| 





| = * . | . > "7 j > Si son ol yoy: 
ar taken tle tet tee ees atin ? at sad story of the uafortunate Sambrac, as a means; — eo — me he — . . dani 
ce ‘ Ss fe bp Ww each o yf " avell ¢ a e a of » . ake aven of ear } 
; | Gmmee © have’ of preserving them trom the fatal effects of indulg-' think it would make a little heaven ae me 
both set our hearts on one object, and which can). ee ae a get taal | we but feel more for the woes of others; but wrel¢ 
; | ing, even fur an instant, a criminal thought. tae Ser tagg ee, # 
live to see her in the arms of the other! Let us) oe ‘ed is man !—by nature poor. Rising in opuleice, 

- - se e [or ) | 4 mncrease ‘ 
then destroy this sorceress, wlio would separate |) ESSAY ON WALKING. | becomes arbitrary ; and the more he increases tlt 
our hearts. Then shall we know no future jea-| Walking may be defined a contest for prece- quantity of his glittering dust, the more he desp's* 
=) > wT on ° . j ° ° ° - 4 P f er 
lousies, but each will remember with gratitude the | dence between two teet, while, as is usual in most the source from whence he sprang : instead © : 
noble sacrifice of love to fraternal affection.” This} contests, a third party reaps the advantage. Now, alting his ideas as his opportunities increase; hie . 
‘ : . eee en . . : . i} ° “ - = a " ae : ’ -§ Joring Ps 
plausible address worked on the feelings of Hamet :| 1 propose not to consider the gait of any other ani-| grades himseli below the brute, by considering ne 
he was uncertain which was the object beloved by | mal but man: the rest of the creation may walk,! fellow beings as mere tools fur caprice, ane oe 
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destroy his 


sul MN ments rves to LAN pials to 
ax f¢ 1! TUnliy * Is, Vlas arclis che vit tu Ce 
nd do not other men, on EVEFY OCCMSIOT, as- 
me power, to convey an ice 1 of superiority tt 
stoo much the case to become superior Mm Vice, 


and suffer virtue to expire 


t covet riches, lest Wwe sh uld 


innoticed. As this is 


the case, let us me 
se to feel and de our duty, nor meanly, through 
less b: poor and are proach, but distribute to 

r wav-worn fellow mortals those blessings which 


we are made stewards of r. 


THE DRAMA. 


tor useful mirth and salutary wo 








THEATRE PARK. 


Wednesday, Dec. 1.—“ Sweethearts and Wives,” 
and “ Timour the Tartar,” for the benefit of Mr, 
Hilson. ‘This gentleman’s name was at the head 
of the bills, and it alone was sufficient to draw a 
full house; and though the entertainment adver- 
tised for the evening was not of the most attractive 
description, vet it was for Hilson’s benefit; and, of 
course, all admirers of good acting attended. The 
comedy is a new one, and possessed of sufficient 
merit to please. Admiral Franklin had an able 
representative in Mr. Foote, and we think we ne- 
ver saw this performer more perlectly at ease. 
Mr. Simpson permitted the audience to hear what 
he had to say in the character of Charles Franklin 
—wonderful !— wonderful |! !—wonderful!!! Mr. 
Lee was rather tame as Sandford. Curtis was in the 
possession of Mr. Reed, of course the part was 
well sustained. Billy Lackaday, Mr. Hilson—he 
laid our poor sides under contribution— he’s a droll 
creature, and kept the auditory in a continual rear 
of laughter—his attitude when he told his “ story” 
was well chosen, and in character. In such parts 
s © Billy.” this gentleman is * equal to any, in- 
ferior to none.” = Miss Johnson’s Laura was ani- 
mated and beautiful—just what it ought to be.— 
Miss Kelly was very fascinating as Eugenia; her 
songs of “* Go my love.” and “ Far from me my 
lover flies,” were rapturously encored, and repeated 
with cheerfulness. She is a sweet girl, and a great 
favourite. ‘The drama of ‘Timour the ‘Tartar 
should be sent, horses and all, to the Circus, fol- 
lowed by its companion and fellow intruder, the 
Cataract of the Ganges—thank the insulted gods, 
this last piece, negro band, watertall, and trap-door, 
has been buried alive—peace to its manes. If 
friend Simpson wants an epitaph to its memory, ! 
let him apply to the lovers of Tom and Jerry, and 
in case they refuse to oblige him, let bim take the 
lollowing :—** Good riddance to bad rubbish.” 

“ The public isrespectfully informed (the old 
story—oh the poverty of our language,) “ that Mr. 
Cooper is engaged, and will shortly make his ap- 
pearance.” 

Melpome ‘ne will again weep real tears, and the cri- | 
tics will once more have something worthy their at-, 
tention. i! 





THEATRE-CHATHAM GARDEN. 
R Thursday, Dec. 2,—* The Mountainecrs,’ and 
‘Raymond and Agnes, or the Bleeding Nun.” 
It is generally understood that the opera of the | 
Mountaineers was written by Mr. Colman for the’ 
Purpose of producing a character exactly suited | 
tothe genius of Mr. Kemble—that character was 
Uetavian: and it has been asserted, that when 
Kemble die d, the play died with hime. In truth,’ 
‘He assertion was veritied in the attempt at repre-| 
entation this evening; for, with some few excep- 
‘ions, it was “murder most foul.” The part of 
Octavian, by Mr. H. A. Williams. Some parts | 


| 


~The Nipperkin of Mr. Simpson was peculiarly 


Very well—we are happy to hear it; |~ 


“1 tt were tolerable, bat we would advise him to 
move im another sphere-—we have a very good 
opinion of him as a general actor, and hope, as 
he is at present stage manager, he will so arrange 
the cart as to give himself proper characters. Bul 
cazen Muley, by Mer. Hughes, was respectable. 
Mr. Blake, as Count Virolet, was fur more tame 
and insipid that we have ever seen him. lle had 


Nilmatloch, 


Anderson, was a very jontale Lrishman 


nota spark of animation about him. 
by Mr. 
Mr. Spiller, in the character of Sadi, was very fine. 

Mrs. Hughes, Zorayda, was all that could be 

expected. But Floranthe had but a wretched re- 

presentative in Mrs. Allen. Mrs. Waring gave all 

the animation and interest to the character of Ag- 

nes that was possible. We think that Floranthe 

ought to have been given to her. ‘The remainder 

of the company were but indifferent. Between 

the play and tarce several songs were sung by Mr. 

Twibill and his two children. The melo-drama 

of Raymond and Agnes, or the Bleeding Nun, 

was produced for the first time in this Theatre ; 

and it has been got up ina style of elegance that 

reflects much credit upon those concerned. Mr. 

Thayer, as Raymond, Hughes as Baptista, and 

Williams as Robert, did extremely well; and all 

the ladies engaged deserve much credit for the 

manner in which they acquitted themselves in the | 
various characters assigned them. 


Monday, Dec. 6.—* Lovers’ Vows;” the Ballet 
of the * American ‘Tar, or Jack in Distress,” and 
the * Sprigs of Laurel.”"—We can never witness 
any of the dramatic productions of Kotzebue, 
without being charmed with bis chaste and impres- 
sive style; and perhaps in no play are there more 
beauties combined than in Lovers’ Vows. ‘The 
audience testified their delight by repeated applause, 
and each performer seemed to vie with each other 
in giving proper eflect to the part assigned him. 
The Count Cassel of Mr. Thayer was admirable, 
The libertine and coxcomb were by him painted 
to the lite. Much credit was due to Mr. MH. A. 
Williams as Frederick. Mr. Blake was more than 
usually animated as Anhalt, the young clergyman. 
Verdun, the old butler, was quite poetically per- | 
jormed by Mr. Roberts. Mrs. Ilughes, as Miss 
Wildedheim, aud Mrs. tentwistle, as Agatha Fri- 
borg, were excellent; and the closing scene, the | 
union of all parties, drew tears trom almost every | 
eye. The corps de ballet gave a fine specimen of 
their skill in the “ Amevican ‘Tar,’ and produced 
repeated shouts of applause. We think they ap- 
peared to as much advantuge in this ballet as in any 
which we have witnessed, The musical farce of 
the Sprigs of Laurel was pertormed to admiration. | 


fine—Masier Twibill appeared in this piece, and | 
sung with his usual efiect. B. 














ARTS AND SCIENCES. 





A gentleman, at his decease, lett a widow, son, 
and daughter ; and annexed to his will was a seal- 


ed packet, with directions for it not to be opened 
| till the son and daughter had arrived at lawful age. | 


On their arriving at age, the packet was opened, 
and fuund to contain one thousand dollars, to be, 
disposed of as follows: If the son should marry 
before arriving at age, and the daughter not, he 
was to have three parts, and the mother one. If 
the daughter was to marry before arriving at age, | 
and the son not, the mother was to have three parts, 
and the daughter one. It so happened that both | g 
the son and daughter married. Query, hovy is the | 
‘one thousand dollars to be divided ? i 





- ——- ye —— — 
VARIETY. 
BEAU‘ Y, 
Phe following, respecting the preservation of 


the tv mty of Voun 
Advertiser : 


g lees, is from the Medica! 


ON RESTORING CoOtLot 
Ist. Let ihe'e oO to 


ro THE FACE 

bed at ten o’clock—nine ii 
she pleases. She must not grumble because she 
may not sleep for the first night or two. and thus 
lie ruminating on the nocturnal pleasures from 
Which she has cut herself off, but persist steadily 
for a few nights, when she shall find that habit will 


produce as happy a sleep as that which followed a 


late ball. 


'd. Let her rise about six o'clock in summer 
and eight in winter, immediately brush her mouth 
well with a tooth-brush and cold wat r, then take 
table spoontul of the following mixture : 


a 


of decoction of bark, six ounces—of tincture of 
bark, one ounce—of diluted sulphuric acid, one 
drachm—mix—after which, breakfast within an 
hour. 

Sd. Her breakfast should be something more 
solid thana cup of trasny tea and a thin slice of 
bread and butter. She should tke an egg ot two, 
a little cold meat, or a cup of chocolate. 

ith. She should not sit reading romances all day 
by the fire, or indulye herself with thinking upon 
the perfidy of false swains, or the despair of a pi- 
ning damsel, but bustle about, walk or ride, on 
make puddings; and when she feels hungry, eat @ 
mutton chop or a custard, with a glass of wine. 

Sth. Let her dine wpon mutton or beef without 
fat, but she need not turn away occasionally from a 
fowl or any thing equally as good; only observe to 
drink litthe during dinuer. 

Gui. She must not take three or four caps of tea, 
but one ov two, and pretty strong, at about two 
hours after dinner 

7th. Let her eat a custard for supper, or a ba- 
sin of sago and wine, or any light thing of the 
hind, and then in a little time after let her go to 
bed. 

Sth. Let her read, if she will read, no die away 
love tales, but humourous works, so as to keep the 
mind uncumbered with heavy thoughts. 

HUMAN LIFE. 

* Lite’s little stage, (says Young,) is a small emi- 
nence—but inch-high above the grave, that final 
home of man, where dwells the untold multitude, 
We look around—we read their monuments—we 
sigh, and as we sigh, we sink, and are what we de- 
plored !—lamenting, or lamented, all our lot.” 

These sacred truths, though summarily express- 


ed, are replete with interesting admonitions. 


* We ave apt to think this life of ours immortal, 


‘and to bestow no attention to the narrow limits, 
| destined, sooner or later, to confine it; thus think- 
(ing, we live and act, on many occasions, repugnant 


to that virtue and justice which we should admire, 


venerate, and practice, did we call to mind the un- 
‘certainty of our prospects and duration here, and 


the certainty of an hereafter, in which we are to 
be rewarded or punished, according to the good or 
bad deeds done in this life.” 

A gentleman, says a Liverpool paper,) by mere 
chance strolled into a coffee house, where he met 
with a captain of his acquaintance, on the point ot 
sailing for New-York, and from whom he received 
\an invitation to accompany him, which he accept: 
ed, taking care, however, to inform his wite of it, 
which he did in these terms—" Dear Wile, 1 am 
roing to America, yours, truly.” Her answer was 
not at all inferior either in laconicism or tenderness 

“ Dear Ilusband, a pleasaut voy age,yours, A: 
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- yee , of mind, and every real good, and mourn, too late, Care, potsonmng the fountains of every joy, and 
ORIGINAL Essay s. the errors of tus hile Dillering plea ive’s otfere cup <n _ . 
Many, many such illussons,. thal are janly wreck- I hiese truths we all contess ; Yet soll, with st ihge } 
. , : ~ ‘ won : , ing the peace and happiness of our tellow-beings, Perverseness, surrender ourselves slaves to . very ' 
ya ' b : , we otlered to our observation Yet these sad les-| tlusion that would enchain us; persist in d =e, 
sols seem to teach us nothing ‘ for we go on search- «4 irding the dictates of virtue, and listen to the de. ul 
wig tor happiness, where we know she cannot be.) Celver, Who we uld entice us away from her peace. tl 
Poucth Meat. ln the haunts of sensuality : io the tented field; in ‘Ul paths, to follow a course that we know jy al- v 
ihe possession of literary renown; of wealth; of tended with misery, and terminates in sorrow — yg 
THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS. power; in the “ thoruy eielet” that binds a to- Such > oe so mexplicable—-so UhWise are his \e 
eposeD TO BS WAITTED OY 4 LADI narch’s brows, by every means which we see actions Such has man been, with lew exceptions " 


a 
Hareisess '—the daily pursuit of tiihons of 
our tellow-men; the sulyeet of our actions and oul 
thouwehts; our revermes by day, oul dreams by 


wight. Why is at sull unattained by man Why 


us, for ever, with «a veil of mist, which gives to 


since history began! Ah, let us strive to be among al 


the number who have avoided those errors to whieh 


thers try, and find uusuccesstul. 


ut Vices, our prejudices, our passions, surround 


o many have been vietims! Let us strive to pe. 


very object, seen through its deceitful medium, sist every allureme nt, however enticing, that wi uld i 
persuade us trom offering our hearts at the shrige 


A i filse appearance 4 colo ining the i with its own ti 
does it evermore elude his grasp Phe history unreal hues. Led on by its beguiling power, we of virtue. ; . 
jy Soe oes» ee the ll igerly pursue some fan ied good ; as we approach, |} Phe most successtul votaries of vice ; they whose 1 
causes of his failure in this pursuit, and warns us is artificial colours fade; and onee, witha our| misdeeds sleep in the darkest oblivion, and on P 
from those errors that have lured thie enrertunes reach, its lovely and attractive qjualitic s are fled whom honours and fturtune are showered with the ' 
from the bright prospeet before him, to wander a 


prey to disappoimted hopes and visions of joys | 
that have bloomed but to fade. Although we can ; 
plainly diseern the aberrations of others; port t> 
the spot from whenee their deviations first began, 
and mark each step that led them fron the most) 
direct and certain road; yet still we follow. Blind 
to our owl mistakes, we turn trom the guiding 
voice of reason and experience, and listen to every 


impulse of passion or desire, Why do we not 


| Ss I > Sl ; ey,eve “Vy 
How many are there whom happiness has smi- || t unbounded protusion ; they, even they, would 


ingly invited to her bowers; the road lay plain |J0y tally resign all this once coveted splendour that i 
surrounds them, to purchase the peace that arises 





wlore them ; peace and approving virtue were : t 
waiting to attend their steps, but this deceiving va- ||! an innocent heart. No sophistry can long de- y 
pour shut from their eyes the avenues that lead to |j ludes no illusions long deceive. We may indulge i 
rue enjoyment, and lured them on to follow the yin every dream of pleasure, and explore every ave- ‘ 
meteor lustre of some ideal good that smiled upon | "4" that offers to conduct us to enjoyment, but this | 
their path; some “ airy nothing,” that still fleets || ruth will only be impressed heads forcibly wher 

away from him who would embrace it; or, worse || Binds, that—* Virtue alone is happiness below.” é 
than these, some real ill, concealed by an attrac-|) po pS RRC ER t 


profit by the coustant lessons that the experience 
of others teach us’ Since we may contemplat 
the failure of successive multitudes, through the} 
long lapse of ages, why do we not diseern the 
falsehood of those paths that have led them far 
Is it that, 
man was not made for a state of perfect happiness ¢ | 
That unalloyed felicity is not the destined lot of 
mortals? {ft may be se; but sell the history of 
mankind seems to teach us, that ther own vices, | 


away from the objcet of their pursuit. 


faults, and follies, were the only obstacles that in-, from her control, we still confess that virtue is|| 
tervened to prevent them from obtaining this uni-| the only unerring guide to happiness. Our own | 


versally desired boon. H 


In many instances, when every blessing requisite 
to make the lot of any reasonable being happy, has | 
been intexwoven with the destiny of some favoured }} 
individual, we see him capriciously reject the bene- | 
fits within his reach, and grasp at others unattain- | 
able. One man is blessed with a sufficient fortune ;) 
his public lite honoured by the approbation of all 
who know him; his domestic scenes cheered and) 
adorned by a lovely and affectionate wife; beauti-| 
ful children springing up around him, a promise of 
comfort and support, when the feebleness of ag 
shall overtake bim. Does he not look around him, 
and say, with grateful heart, “ Misfortune’s darts | 
have not been aimed at me !—let me enjoy the un- 


paralleled felicity that is my portion.” Ab, no!) 


Ambition fires his heart; and pointing to some 


elevated spot, exclaims, “ It is only there that hap- | 


piness resides !”—closes his eyes to all the good 


that is offered for his acceptance, and entices him } 


on to pursue the ignis fatuus of renown. Often a 


lite of toil, spent in the pursuit, does not enable | 


him to obtain the object of his wish. But fortune 
may have smiled upon his eflorts and days of pain-' 
ful labour, and nights of troubled thought may 
not have passed in vain—his struggles are success- 
ful—the eminence is gained—the object of his am- 
Aition is at last his own !—But, ah! Vke the bright 
clouds that rest upon the mountain’s top, tinged 
with alithe glorious hues of sunset, that attract us 
up the difficult ascent to see them vanish into * thin 
air” at our approach ; this dear-bought prize, when 
once possessed, shows its vapour hues, and fades 
away; leaving the victim of its delusions to look 


| one ‘ rE a4 ty ea bt 
tive shape. ‘The serpent hues of vice, the flowery { PHE PHILANTHROPIST. 


Ap 
paintul obstacle, quitting, voluntarily, the bright || 


cof virtue. Blessed with her approving smile, mis-| 


" 


| 


around upon the ruins of love and friendship, peace : 


| 
| 





garb of folly, entice the wanderer on, who feels, too || j 


Thou! by whose Almighty nod the scale 


° . it . - 
late, the thorns and misery that beset their paths. i} * Of empire rises or alternate falls, I 
: _ i! “ Seod forth the saving virtues round the land 
Victims of this mental iolatuation, we grope on, | “In bright patrol; white peace and social love.” a 
through lite, amid thorns and darkness, and every |) = Ste c 


IMPRISONMENT FOR DBBT. 


I 
; , | . ac 24 rt ‘ . “ ¢h ’ 
destiny adorned with flowers and sunshine, that, MAN has been studying human nature since the I 
awaited our acceptance. creation of the world, and has not yet been able to r 
; ascertain its character. ‘There always bas been, t 
Yet, while we are all struggling to free ourselves | 





and there always will be, a Byron to rail, hate, and 
despise it, and a Moore, to go through the world 
like a meteor through an evening sky, and attri- 
| bute to the objects around him that brilliancy and 
| heauty which emanate from himself alone. As for 


warts are deceitful and false ; and he only who fol- 
lows her dictates can hope, without disappoint- 


ment, to gain this anxiously sought b * our oe .s . . 
>, 1s anxiously sought boon, “ our} me, if the opinion of an obscure and unpresuming 
beings’ end and aim.” Gratitude and love to God||. 2... "7 ee : : 
‘ : \individual, like myself, will bear an intrusion on 
must fill our hearts, and kindness to our fellow-| . Play, . . ' 
: ; \the public notice, I believe that it is naturally de- 
man all evil passions be banished from our bo-|| ; ; 
; : jpraved. Not that I think we are born possessed 
soms; virtue and honour reign there unrivalled.|| ¢ .. , ; . 
emg ; .». (Of vice, but formed peculiarly exposed to its temp- 
Phis alone can ensure us true, and unmixed feli-|j, .. itl oe ; 
city. Neither riches, nor glory, nor power, nor in jiatons, without a sulicient degree of simge 
Sie dae ag Sr "? i pork ie “ I BS ful | either to avoid or overcome them. If the natural 
, ‘rate easures, wt atio nor ccessiul | é . ° 3 
— sa ; ow h act hi ns Bisa Ark character of man is not sinful, why have we laws 
u , or devotec nash sho. none Oo ese . . ’ 
4 Py tig vi P out a a , jand punishments? The very strongest governments 
Cali ane iil ip *, Whose hear ; 0 ) $Cat,, . . . = 
— we 4d je Cart Is HOF UC seat) over instituted have been unable entirely to restrail 
the exuberance of selfishness and malignity, which 
is every day displayed around us. Not the horrors 
ot the public execution could paralyze the uplifted 
arm of the murderer—his nature breaks from its 


fortune is disarmed of power to harm us; the dark-| 
est storms of life may rage around, but the light of 
Virtue, in the breast, surrounds us with a bright 





halo, to cheer and illumine our footsteps. . . 

; . _ | restraints, and the deed is perpetrated, under the 
“ It's no in titles, nor in rank; } . a BSR j ; I ad 
= fit: ae te Sei Eke Canton boat mistaken idea that it can be concealed. It 1s an 

ae i ee oe junanswerable argument in favour of this position, 
“ It's no in books, it’s no in leas || that the virtuous are generally so from compulsion, 
| “ To make us truly blest.” | 


while the powerful are almost always cruel and 


Virtue is sometimes represented as austere ; as | corrupt. The private citizen is benevolent, be- 
requiring paintul sacrifices from her votaries; and || cause he has no object in cruelty sufficient to coun- 
pleasure as dwelling in the habitations of vice f—jterbalance the pleasure his generosity produces. 
Phis is Bot so, Observation and experience teach ‘therefore his virtue is but harmless selfishness. H: 
us all the indisputable truth, that the ways of well-|! steals not his neighbour’s goods, because punisii- 
doing are the “ ways of pleasantness,” and “ paths |) ment and disgrace will overtake him. He beats 
of peace.” jnot his servant, because the hand of justice pro 

Not only is happiness the bright reward when |tects the rights of his fellow man as well as his 
the journey is accomplished, but no other wayjiown. Wherever he can oppress without endan- 
through life is unaccompanied by misery and re- | gering himself, you may be assured the opportuat 
gret. Every step in the career of wickedness and||ty is not permitted to pass without gratifying huts 
folly is attended by some new pain ; their votaries | natural inclinations with impunity. To me there 
bear within their bosoms a consciousness that||is nothing dearer than my freedom. It is the ua 
presses down upen the heart, correding it with | versal and direct gift of God to all his creatures 
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. He bestowed it upon them as he did air, and light, reader forget that custom has made it appear just, stiles, and every object shone with its gloss of no- 
be se it was absolutely necessary their hap- and observe the subject on the broad basis of mo) velty, | was taught to brave all Opposition in a just 
- pivess. He made ao being imprsoned Phe tish ral right. God created all men equal They cause; to stand frm by whatever | undertook, and 
* ‘wis and sports through his wide waste of water; start in’ diflerent occupations. One pursues the remain unmoved by the opinions of the moorant, 
ef » bird dances in his unbounded carees through dream of ambition, and another follows the sweet 4nd undazzied by the spe idour of tame, which 
te the ocedadtli ol air 5 Une lho ranges th the torest; ald) Vision of love Some wve stipules the profoun Ay ould be gained without desert, and host without a 
re the lordly stag bounds over the mountain Phe secrets of nature; and others labour to periect | Crine, hi diappomtment | had met with, so 
ite whole great mas i his bving creatures, from the ‘themselves in the practice of Various arts In the tar from conquermg, served only to imerease wy 
na gulden-winged insect that display s his burnished employment which each has chosen, one ts untoi resolution \ desire of showimg those who had 
1h) wings i the sunny reese, t the gigantic Hallie Luliate another uw guilty One loses that which musused me that Ll could live without them, burned 
- moth, majestic im the greatness t hus torta, lave he has earned by the sweat of his brow; perhaps Hthin me, and proved a spur to greater exertions 
ig ali powers of motion, aiid passiulis, and wats, to itis torn trom his possession by the brutal violence 1 found no difficulty in obtaining a situation, 
+h call those powers ito exercise of avother, and both the injurer and the injured, |) where, by unwearied exertions, | pleased my em- 
"i Man is peculiarly gifted with a love of freedom, the robber and the robbed, must meet the same ployers, and satisied myself. The occupation I ; 
ld His mind is a portion of divinity, separated for a lite, of imprisonment and disgrace. had undertaken began to show itself of more im- Gt 
ue time trom the great whole, aud always throbbing | Por lanee than | had at first believed it was, and 4 
wiih an mideseribuble ambition tu be reunited with T i 1 K TE A( HE R } the burden of forming young minds to honour and 4 
- its parent God. His soul is beautified with high ‘ 4 aan. | usefulness mercased with the hnowledge of its r 
on aspuings Hopes of the most bewuching base ial || miliehe ¢-hatnenet dean igreatness. fb cast my eye round tor a pattern by 
he passing through his mina like clouds through a clear Sie ak hae Lg tytn i which to regulate my future course, and saw some : 
Ad summer shy. His spirit is always on the wing : ag acter pep + my hese ah sage sands, who, like me, had devoted their younger days to " 
lat he wishes to float with the eagle, and run with the | He's but a wretch, with all bis lands | the sume business, by a littl care of their leisure 
es deer. He presumes to follow the track of the great || peices hours, acquired a profession, and moved among 
le- whale over the ocean, and usarps the range of the jthe higher grades of the world; who, by removing 
ge lion on dand. The plunges decp amidst the won- SEBSCHES FROM LIFE. || patiently every obstacle which opposed then way, 
Vee ders of the sea, and rises mw bis ingenious bal- No ll 1 now found themselves near the summit of great. 
his loon among the inhabitants of the ai. P ' lis hess, Where they seemed to stand, beckoning their 
we Endued with all this roving pleasure, or desire,|| |. eS pal wabqne-spsryr halt widbages wae! successors on, and encouraging them in their pur- ai 
wy” ever vazing wistfully at the long and fiery tack of) a se ; ae Snes Rema Grarnees Cagrennenee MHABSS suit. Tn order ty accomplish my purpose, it was ij 
= the wandering comet, that streams with its broad | hich perm the rer the _— — piers necessary for me again to change my place of re- p 
splendour through the sphere of his sight—he hap-|! all .. niga oe es pang -" ae eh wortd,| sidence. Another lesson was to be taught me, : 
<= peus to be untortunate—the storm has desolate dj li re whch neg 3 ener — . — “ produces. 'which I had heard of, but had not learned by ex- $3 
his lands—the red lightning has cleft his dwelling aed : unhe + saga +h - PB rr. al yon Pe rience. It was, not to trust to the friendship and . 
asuider—his ships are all broken and wrecked,| rg anil c mem me = apg we a rity _ .| promises of those who coula find it for thea inte- 7% 
—_ and his choice treasures have served but the ava-| built pa the ate AB . we f “ Hp : ; am < _— | rest to deceive me. | found men, whe, by thei ; 
rice of the waves. this fellow man, perhaps owes |! soeee the i fi; : wee fe , , aaa a fol actions aud words, seemed attached to me, were | 
the him, and is unable to comply with his just de- |i! : in ” pt of any real, solid pleasure. Hap- actuated only by a desire of benefitting themselves, 
€ to mands ; or mayhap purposely makes his confi-/ PiNess: oF at least @ reasonable portion of it, is Pl} aud, as soon as they had got the little from me that q 
een, dence hin rain. line Pkg ‘ oS aa vol yy — Gidemnees and} was promised, turned, and sought another dupe.— = 
and He stands aloof, and distinguished by the TN pesaeigge ote wae - pom cneves i beens Chere are those Who wow move around us, seem- . ; 
orld ing hand of sorrow—he would draw himself for! 0 sentir ne 7 Rp emit d. ul “. yreceviy eae ingly kind, while their whole heart is alienaied— : 
thi awhile into some retirement, and devise new means || wiped alls iP ear ; pees wre —— “ those who would be thought above the trifles of a = 
and to satisty his creditors and himself. But no—* the lhe bad onion ond @ A : re i bp - 4 day, aud yet, with the view of a slight benefit fos 
Hur reasoning savages” gather around him, like the vam- My wena erathiig 2 3 pain sa hi r ‘" 8 : themselves, stand ready to offer that patrovage 
ning pyres gorging themselves with blood, sucked from) yjconsciously run into at he on ~ an bet ov f they never bestow, and to profess that friendship i 
n On the throat of the sick man. They pursue him—| all ees tales * rm a we nt seni rr which they never feel. I have received the cold x 
de: they hunt him down—they trample on hiun—ruth-) | ¢ : aon “i pr tr sar — thread | and formal bow after an engagement, which was 5 
ssed lessly they cast him into a prison. Cold, hungry, | " ow See pre i I shall succeed in diverting) preceded by an affectionate shake of the band; 1 es. 
mp. ? 8'Y>/\ for a moment the attention of the unhappy from his Lave ane oneal es ; 7 
A and bent down with sorrow—they leave him alone | sor-ows, or persuade the unthinking into seftnetion ave seen deception on deception, until the world ‘ ; 
age in his anguish—* perhaps starving or freezing, un-|| | ch4)) sae seal adidas cocateada ‘}seemed, at first view, wholly depraved; 1 have Ee ° 
ural protected, and then beseech, in the shallow ofier-| plone y wea yen. phate sce looked, from man to man, for one who was con- ij 4. 
laws ing of their hypocritical devotions “ that God will Parsimony, | found, had cast its baneful influence’ tented, and have not found him. Every one, I i ? 
ant “~~. eer ws ons Maat Moe will over the minds of many among whom I was now | jearned ake heed for hi yw yom ; I 
sta forgive them as they forgive their debtors.” living, and extended itself to such a degree, that al embers sg ¥ 4 wie ol aes ane tw te U : : 
hich Why look at yourselves, ye usurpers of your| labourer was scarce deemed worthy of his hire, | “eae yer er wit war ys —a ' croagee iim 7 
-rOrs fellow creature’s rights—wickedness has raised a)j and the accumulation of wealth had entire ascend-| r + sg he oa apg ppt ‘ poo uae i rf : 
‘ited monument to your memory—no more gloomy aad} aney over every other object. Economy | udetendl th af te “ prin vg “4 #000 eee cane pennant He ; es 
n its disgusting than the heart that approves its exist-|!covetousness I despise. Education [I had boos pomenpen gi ynadeniger Ht. ’ 
r the os it stands in the Park, in black contrast ‘|| taught to consider above all price; and the miser}}; Tener 5 Aaae Daes Shy Seneet ee She Hie Jenne i ey 
1s an the beautiful purity of the temple, which stauds at) who, possessing the means, yet neglecting the im-||. Seems PenERERG OO Bite eee a He Sy, ty 
tion hops and Me mockery of tae sword, which is too! provement of his offspring, is, in my view, sunk too| racer yet tog ong ner ya ay heap neturally if J a es 
sion. sauve SO FERER B, OF if it were not, which is too dull) low for notice. He may hoard his dust, and leave’ a ee en ae 
| and (0 destroy its polluted walls. | his posterity an abundance of wealth, which they | = ae ee weet ~—_ oy qnanen emgyy he Ue | { i 
, be- A time will come for our posterity to judge of know not how to use, and which never can com-| - ane oe a Rienaning fut toe, pe . ~ te tft ¢ 
aan is. They will give the definition of our jail in its) mand either respect or admiration, save from flat- || U's forth ite bude, whe m te prnapest of Ras “4 if y : 
ces. true ierms. ‘The dungeon, where Americans buried |terers or hypocrites. Suffice it to say, that I quire” and anticipation bears all obstacles away im i te i 
. He alive the unfortunate of their nation. The gloomy |ted the spot where nature had lavished her boue prospects by deguses is apenneane oe oe a & Hy ; + 
nish dei in which freemen starved their old soldiers | tics, merely because I conceived that, while she fa. agp pt tags om Hong bacealig ert - i j 
heats «nd friends, who were convicted of the crime of |shioned its inhabitants, she forgot to givi them the ae” yp ap cr eagly 0 re ae a ; 
| pro- poverty, or the high and unshaken monument, | hearts of men; and with very different views ad anon Gages tour rabige . pot bie apren : 7 SSF 
as his raised by inhumanity and vice, to show the sway | what | had on entering the place, I left it, returned eninge oe > ners i. § 
nda she yet held over the hearts of men. home, and another pedagogue reigned in my stead. | “owed rat — ee ee —s th : iT : 
rant twee fed te Geese eefiections. | A ye ey ahaa eigt ad. | blasted fruit is he who depends solely on the faith . 38% 
, as ections, Mr. Morris, by|| Persevere in whatever line of life you enter, was ot his neighbour * $33 
ig his ‘cading the dreams of D., in your last Mirror.—/ a maxim I can almost fancy instilled into my mind|| see outs wan te : PETE 
there tnd the more I reflect on the laws, the more asto-!! with the nourishment of infancy. At my very out- | inn adders bising, forked tougue k : 
e ui rag am that it Is permitted in the present age.|set in life, ere I learned that the world had its | Thich batts when Uletben'l rlonde exe torn, oF 
tures Strip the mind of all prejudice in its favour ; let the snares, when every pleasure enchanted with its! Tate by friendehip, false, deceived EDWARM i : 
4 
: 
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THE ORATOR. 


DR. CUMMING’S ADDRESS, 





raver oes 
IN the early periods of the we , this soul-inspir- 
img art, Music! wis ¢ tivated with assiduity, and 
its elevating pow weit uversally felt and 
hnowledeed 
In Gireece, the land Of berocs and of pati 


Macrovardato and his brethren glo 


- 


(Csod grant to 
rious success im their present struggle! God grant 
that cine We althy , and courageous, and maghati 


mous American, may seon succeed the noble By 


ron, as a champion tn that holy cause Byron! 
with all thine infirmities, with all thy frailties, ge- 


nius weeps o'er thy bier——the lover of poesy treads 
lehtly on thine ashes! We forgive thee! Thou 
‘Thou didst desire to 
redeem the land of Miltiades and Themistocles, of 


Arstogiton and Aristides, of Pericles and Demos- 
! 


wast the friend of freedom ' 


thenes Peace to thy manes! ITlonour to thy re- 
splendent talents’ We wish not to walk in some 
of thy footsteps! We depreeate thine aberrations ! 
But we would now dig the grave, and bury, in ob- 
livion perpetual, all thie errours') In Greece, I 
stid, the land of heroes and of patriots, the person 
of the bard was sacred and inviolable ; his charac- 
ter august; and, should wayward fortune, the thirst 
of knowledge, or novelty’s toherent charm, at any 
time impel him into other regions, even into the 
bosom of rugged barbarism, still was he secure, 
still venerable, "Phe divine emotions roused by 
his art always rendered him a welcome guest at 
the festivals of religion, and at the feasts of the 
warriours. Wandering from elune to eclime, lke 
the industrious bee that sports from flower to flower, 
he would treasure in his mind the accumulated kuow- 
ledge of ages; and, returning to the place of his 
birth, the objeet of his tenderest recollections, he 
would lavish it, with generous enthusiasm, on his 
delighted countrymen.  Aimid the rage of faetion 
and the fury of battle, the bard alone could rest 
secure and undisturbed. He alone could view, un- 
appalled, the © blood-stained banner” and “* the 
bickering blade,” the fury of resentment, the agony 
of despair, the burst of passion, the tnsolence of 
triumph; and, retiring to some solitary cavern, his 
imagination still on fire, could there pourtray hu- 
man nature in such glowing colours as to extort 
the applause and exeite the sympathy of the most 
distant ages. Qiten, on the eve of war, bards 
would string thew harps, and celebrate the valor- 
ous achievements of departed heroes; while the 
young and aspwing would hang with rapture on 
their recitals, 
lation, they would impetuously hurry on to battle, 


and gloriously devote themselves to the service of 


their country. 


Nor is it in Greece alone that we can trace the? 


powerful eflects of musick. 
Among the Caledonians,the province of the bard 
precisely was the same. 
of the deeds of other years. 
the might of their fathers. 


souls to the noblest piteh of enthusiasm. “ As an 


hundred duils on Morven. as the streams of an’ 


hundred hills, as the clouds fly successive over 


heaven, or as the dark ocean assaults the shore of 


the desert: so roaring, so vast, so terrible, the ar- 
mies mingled on the echoing heath. 
the people spread over the hills: It was like the 
thunder of night, when the cloud bursts on Cona, 


ind a thousand vhosts shriek at once on the hollow 
wind.” 


Caledonia! Oh yes! and from the time of Os- 


sian to the period of thy delichtiul Campbell, thou 
hast been the land of poesy and musick. Well has 


thy charoin 


| amateurs, 


til, inflamed with the ardour of emu-| generosity of heart, and a quickness of perception 


Ile would raise the song | 
Ile would celebrate | 
Ile would rouse their. 


The groans of 


‘ 
e Burns declared, when describing t} 


Cotter’s Saturday night, after pamting the good sire 


turning oer, wi patriarchal grace, the big ha 


Bible amee lis lather s pride 2 
Hie ' 


atle en x ' 1 
A lhemee ott the ‘ ‘ / whe 
the wale rt " re 
Ai us py taem ‘ " with » mn air 
! ' i sir } ’ ¢ 
I tee t # the warts + tar the ywetheat a 

* Perha Me e wild, wart v men re in 

“tir ple ve Wart worthy of the ‘ 

“ts te bilgin tes he t venward Hame 
The sweetest f { Seats bolv lay 
Copmmpared with thes Ii trills are tame 
The tickled ears heartictt raptures raise 
Nae unis hae ‘ wil vir ( reator's praise 
Then, kneeling down, tot a * kternal King 
The aie the tathet mal wt band pray 

* Hope ‘springs exultir i tiiumphant wing 

* That thus they all shell weet in future day 
There ever bask in anereated rays 
No more to «igh, or shed 1 hitter lear 


loget vr bymnine ther € reator s praise 
Iw such society vet ell more dear 


“White corchiay Ume troves round tb an eterma sphere . 


Do we speak of Germany’ Her sons have done 
more to promote scientifick musick than any othe: 
The bare mention of the names of Han- 
del, Haydn, Mozart, is the highest eulogy 


land which gave them birth. 


ou the 


But can we possibly forget the land ot harps—the 
Emerald Isle of the Oceans Long since Anacreon, 
the sprightly songster of the lonian grove,—whose 
voice was sweet as the melody of nature, gay and 
carols of the lark, 
breathes long since the immortal bard of ‘Thebes, 
Pindar, the flight 


rules never could restrain— 


blithesome as the had ceased to 
of whose genius dull scholastic 
a flight rapid as the car 
of Phoebus, vivid as the flash of heaven; long since 
Sappho had ceased her tender strains —'Theoeritus 
had sung — when the Muses lett their favourite seats, 
to traverse the banks of the Tiber, and listen, in 
the groves of Alburnia, to the gay and sprightly 
notes of the Venusian bard; long since, on the tall- 
en thrones of the Cvesars, in shades rendered sacred 
by the presence of poesy and musick, the awful 
tribunals of superstition, and ignorance, and bar- 
barity, were erected 5 long since the operations of 
nature appeared to pause— a gloomy and impene- 
trable darkness seemed to hover o'er the world— 
ind all was silent as the hour of death, save where 
the Troubadours strung their wild and melancholy 
harps; long since—no ! before science again dawn- 
ed upon the world; before the Muses were recalled 


-to Italy and Lusitania, to listen to the extravagant 


fictions of Boyardos uud modern poetry, aided by 
the genius of Ariosto, ‘Tasso, Boceacio, Lorenzo, 
Camoens, was advanced almost to perfection : 


Erin’s bards celebrated the feats of heroism, con- 


secrated the mysteries of religion, and wildly, but 
rapturously, with an enthusiasm of genius, and 


almost peculiar to E.rin’s sons, strung their harps, 


and moved their hearers either into rage for con- | 


quest, or into tears of contrition. ‘Then let Erin be 
imitated, and, as did the royal psalmist of Israel, 
on the harp and with the voice, praise the Lord. 


THE TRAVELLER. 


A TALE oF TRUTH. 

On the plains of Stillwater lived a revolutionary 
veteran and his little family—a wife and an only 
son, a sprightly lad of sixteen. A small plot of | 
ground amply served their limited wants; and a 
*Titthe all” it was—for, sheltered by a“ snug little 








cot,” from wintry storms and summer's heat, fed) 
by healthful industry, they passed along the vale of | 
Here, with | 


life in simple, solid, “sweet content.” 
an honest, grateful pride, did the old man behold his 
country rapidly rising in national piety and physi- | 
cal splendour, to a peerless rank among the kingdoms | 
of the earth ; and here he could have spent the few 
remaining days left for him, had not the death of his | 


wife, and the future welfare of his son, open 

“« 
and wide field for exertion. He knew th itl - 
loved son was soon to be left in this mercenary woe 


without an earthly guardian or support, and he fk. 


I periotis « ill of duty to see him settled in lif 


lhe 


possible, ere he should be eathered to bh 


la eT 
i the’ Sec rie d rob ible lo sis ‘ 
. j icCcres 


Cdr 7) ‘ 
aoe > Whue} 


was to avail himself of a hitherto neglects 


G Military 
land-title Phis title covered a large tract, som: 
° ut. 

where in the eastern part of Kentucky ; but, fron 
the teration in names, he was unable to tell iy 
iS 

precise situation. He, however, resolv: d to ss wel 


for nt, at all hazards, and accore dingly sold his tri 
fling estate, settled his debts, and set forw ud 
foot, with all the firmness of one inured to toil ad 
hardships from infaney y. 
For one moment we will paint to ourselves thy 
lovely landscape, with its skirted forests 


iS gurg . 
ling rill 


its lowing cow and bleating shee P—yon. 
der hill, and, at its foot, the circumscribed cottag: 
the home of the old patriot, and near it the ane 
of his wife: then behold the father, son, and faith. 
ful dog, bidding the whole a silent, lasting farewell 

The father was leaving the field of his glory, and 
the remains of his partner: in these two were asso. 
ciated the recollections of his dearest sublunary 
joys—the virtues and affections of his departed wife. 
and the first radiations from the sun of Americay 
liberty. 

Whatever excitement shook him internally, his 
features wore the aspect of firm, high resolve. 

Not so the son; in that grove and by that b: ibbling 
rill, he and his dog had gamboled away many 4 ver- 
nal holiday. In that dear native hut, ott had he 
heguiled a long winter’s evening, by listening to his 
father’s legends of the old war, or conned over and 
over his prayers trom the mouth of his sainted mo- 
ther: he was now to leave them forever. His ix 
genuous soul withered at the thought. From this 
circle all his joys and sorrows sprung—beyond it, 
all was vacuity. ‘Phe fountain of youthful hope 
and buoyaney was closed, and tears flowed in their 
native exuberance as he turned and left the cottage 
of Stillwater Plains. 

They bent their way to the nearest branch of the 
Alleghany, on which they embarked in aun open 
boat, penuyless, and with a small stove of eatables. 
One stormy evening, in the mouth of November 
they ted their canoe to a tree, and made their way 
to the nearest dwelling, which proved to be the ha- 
bitation of an unfeeling planter. He turned a deaf 
ear to the claims of patriotic age, and shut his door 
upon our shelterless wanderers! Tngratitude over 
came the veteran who had scorned the frosts ot °76, 
cand but for his son, he would have sunk under the 
weight of misfortunes. 

‘They passed the night in one of the planter’s 
barns, hungry, wet, and cold, ou a bed of straw! 
At the dawn of day, our travellers set forward to the 


jnext village, and obtained a breakfast. They found 


themselves in Kentucky, on one of those extensive 
J alluvial bottoms, peculiar to the great western rivers 
lof North America. 

| On taking his title toa lawyer, the old gentleman 
‘found, to his astonishment, that it was a wealihy 
plantation; and what must have been his feelings 
on finding it to be oceupied by the very same br 
‘tish nabob who, the preceding eve ning, drove him 
cand his suffering child from his door ! 

The wretch in his turn was forced to beg, for he 
had not enough left to pay the rent which had been 
amassing for twenty years: yet with more etieet, tui 
le was allowed to spend the remainder of lis mise 
rable days on aremote portion of the plantation. 
Ilis life had been a series of cruelty and knaverys 
land this last crowning act was followed by the tea; 
poral beginning of an eternal retribution. 
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A SKETCH. 
ey knew it was their destiny to sever-— 


Qn yet thes 


loved with that mtensity 


That deep devourmg passion, When may never 
sock I this Seifislh Worked tol happiness 

Yet they had learned to suffer, aud could see 

Lhei ceare st pleasure s daily vanishing 

But tate had still one arrow left to stig 

Then hearts to madness—they could calmly bear 
[To lose each earthlv poy, se they might share 

t , other s sorrow, but the hour was nigh 


When they mast part—ia life to linger on 
And struggle with their breaking hearts alone 


Or vield at once to wretchedness, and die 


sie had been beautiful, but now that worst, 
Most fatal sickhness—sorrow—long had preyed 
Upon her beauty © found affection vurst 

In loneliness and fears, too svon will fade 

[he bloom on womans cheek—yet she would hide 
Her sufferings from him, and whene er he sighed 
In sad torebodiag, she would gayly stnile 

And with kind cheerful words his grnef beguile, 

Tho ber own heart was agonized the while 

Oh’ man, ungrateful man, can never know 

fhe force of Woman's love—how deep, how strong 
Is ber enduring tenderness ln wo 

she as the firmest friend—when the world’s wrong 
Weighs on the heart, her hand ts ever near 

Po soothe the pang, and wipe the starting tear 

In joys bright hour her playfulness may gain 

A homage that proud man denies ii vain; 

Hut tts in sorrow, danger and distress, 

That Woman shines in all her loveliness ; 

In calm forgetfulness of self she braves 

The worlds worst storms—the sole reward she craves, 
ID khunow that she has turned aside one dart— 
Meant for Ais breast—to rankle in her heart. 


the hour had come when they must separate, 
Torn heart from heart by the stern hand of fate. 
No common mark ot vulgar grief was there, 

No bursting sob, no bitter scalding tear ; 

Hie brow was wrung with passions fierce and wild, 
His pallid lip was writhed in agony, 

And his eve shone with madness, as he smiled 

in bitterness—she clung to his embrace, 

As though she would in that last joy efiace 

lhe blighting thought, that all the past could give 
No food on which @ transient hope might live 


Days passed away, but she was now as one 

Not ot this world—she felt herself alone— 
Estranged trom all existence—joy could bring 
No flower, upon her desert path to fling 

And thus she suffered, till an icy chill 

tame o'er her heart, and even his name no more 
Could rouse the feeling it was wont, before 

This feartul change; but he the loved one still 
Dwelt on her image, till the gloomy shroud 

Of madness Wrapt his brain—he shunned the crow d 
Ot the world’s votaries, and found his home 
Among the rocks and caves—he loved to roain 
in desert places where man feared to tread ; 

And then he thought of her as of the dead, 

Aud he would woo her spirit to descend 

With siniling brow, and gentle words, and lend 
Some portion of its bliss to him, who gave 
Himself to be deep passion’s veriest slave 


At length he wandered to the place where they 

Were wont to meet in youthful pleasure’s day. 

lt was a lonely spot—the moon’s pale beams 

Could scarcely pierce the gloom, yet her sweet light 
“hone faintly through the trees, like the bright dreams 
that visit even the maniac’s darkest night. 

Within the grave he saw a form reclined— 

Her snow white arms around a tree were twined, 

And her thick tresses o’er her fair brow fell, 

Aud hid the face that he had loved too well. 

~he saw him not—strange feelings thrilled his frame— 
“se murmured faintly, and at length the name— 

His name burst from her lips—the sudden shock 

Pid the sealed fount of memory unlock; 

With one wild shriek he pressed her to his breast, 

“he turned—she knew him, and her head found rest 


On its accustomed pillow—the quick gush 


Of feeling overcame ber, and the blus 

Soon faded trom ber pallid cheekh—one hiss 
Une long, long hiss of love, and ber embrace 
(srew famier—as he gazed tiprona her tace 


He saw ut with the hue of death oe spread— 


One look of tenderness. and—she was dead 


They sought her in the grove, and there she lay, 
Pale, cold as marble, and beside her, they 
Found him she loved—it was a mourntul token 


Ut passionate love—then gentic hearts had broken 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Tue beautiful littl tale of “* Polydore Crosey” 
will be published as soon as “The History of a 
Coquette” is concluded. ‘The writer is sincerely 
thanked lor her politeness. 

Dienope’s * Theodore” will grace the columns of 
our next number. 

Pasquin to’ Harriet,” in eur next; also, a num- 
ber of other communications, which have been on 
file for some time. 

What has become of * Ariel” and “ Eloisa >” 


—- 


NEW music. 


near Canal-street: 
“A fragrant Rose there grew :” sung by Mr. 


ed to Miss Ellen Johnson, by W. Blondel. 
|} “Love and Doubt: sung by Mr. Williamson, 
written by George P. Morris, and dedicated to Miss 
| Adeline Gillingham, by W. Blondell. 

* Rosalie :” sung by Mr. Keene, written by James 


| “Innocent Mirth:” sung by Mr. Keene, written 
| by Mr. Woodworth, and dedicated to the visiters of 
4 Chatham Garden. 

A “When Temperance on the alehouse bench :” 
‘sung by Mr. Keene, written by Mr. Woodworth. 
| “Ah! though thou wilt reprove me:” sung by 
Mr. Keene, written by J. B. Sheys, and dedicated 
‘to Maria. 

“ On Hudson side:” sung by Mr. Williamson, 
iwritten by J. B. Sheys, and dedicated to Miss Eliza 
| Julia Gamage, by W. Blondell. 

| “Phe Cup of Love:” sung by Mrs. Burke, writ- 
| 
| Van Nostrand. 

| My love, arise :” sung by Mr. Keene, written 
iby Ariel, and dedicated to Miss Sarah Cole. 

| “Knight of the spotless banner:” sung by Mr. 
| Williamson, and dedicated to Gen. La Fayette, by 
|W. Blondell. 

“he banner of battle :” sung by Mr. Petrie, and 
‘dedicated to Mr. Barrere—accompaniments by W. 
| Blondel. 

* Adieu the shepherd’s pipe and song :” dedi- 

cated to Miss Louisa Gillingham, by W. Blondell. 

“ My Mary and my love :” 


’ 


” 


{ 


iby W. Blondel. 


“Gentle Spirit: sung by Mrs, Singleton, and 
|, dedicated to Miss Martha Feltus. 

| “Love in the burn:” sung by Mrs. Burke—ac- 
_companiments by W. Blondell. 


‘and dedicated to L. E., Derby—accompaniments 





\ 
} 
The following songs, selected from the columns | 
of this paper, have been published, and are for sale | 
at the residence of Thomas Birch, No. 235 Chapel, 


mentioned. 


Keene, written by George P. Morris, and dedicat-) 


. B. Sheys, and dedicated to Miss Charlotte Feltus. 


ten by Percival, and dedicated to Miss Angelina | 


sung by Mr. Petrie, | 


Mr. Keene has composed a beutiful air, to the 
worls of “ Farewell, but whenever vou weleome 
the hi ur.” by I Moore. lt is for sale at Riley's 
Music Sore, in Chatham-street, 


The Choral Society gave their coucert in Christ 
Church on Tuesday evening last. The audienes 
Was not numerous, but very select. We presume 
this was in consequence of the high price demanded 
for the tickets. We never heard such melodyv— it 
indeed remmded us of the “ music of the spheres 
and angels.” Mrs Singleton’s Vvorce Was Th @X- 
cellent tone, and she sung delightfully —seraphs 
might have caught the sound, and borne it on thei 
- The young lady, who 
sung,“ the smiling dawn of happy days,” possesses 


rosy Wihys to heaven.” 


a sweet voice, and she appears to have it under 
perfect control, ‘The chorusses, by the whole choir, 
were grand—they bore our senses away, with as 
much ease as the Falls of Niagara would hurl a 
feather down its crystal sheet of water. Mr. B.C, 
Riley was the leader of the orehestra, which per- 
formed the overtures in a manner that would have 
done honour to as many Handel's. He is a young 
gentleman of acknowledged talents, and has done 
much in aid of the heaven-born science of music. 
We could easily perceive that the organ was under 
the direction of its master, Mr. Blondell. We 
think this gentleman has no superior upon this so- 
horous jstrament—we are sure he has not iv this 
city. Mr. Petrie disappointed us by not fulfilling 
his engagement with the seciety—he ought to be 


severely reprimanded for his neglect. 


For the first time in twenty-seven years, the debt 
or’s prison in this city is entirely empty. Not one 
solitary prisoner: is now contined within its dreary 
walls to the eternal honow of New-York be it 
Hereafter, may the use of bars, and 
bolts, and gaolers, be unknown amongst us: they 
‘will never discharge the creditor's claim, and the 
dishonest man will not find money more readily 
‘trom the fear of being locked up ina prison. ‘The 
practice of confining a fellow creature for debt is 


anti-republican and cruel—* Pray you avoid it.” 
| 
Those who have vot visited Master Hubard’s 


gallery of cuttings, had better improve the oppo: 
‘tunity, as we understand it will shortly close.— Ge 
every one of you. 


li we desire to know with certainty what religion 
is best, let us examine in what country are the best 
fathers, mothers, sons, daughters, wives: we shall 
there also find the best citizens, and, of course, the 
| best Christians. 


j 





5 ? i 
ALTAR OF HYMEN. 
| 
t On the 22th ultime, by the Rev Dr Mac Auley, Gilbert Rey 
volds, M.D, to Miss Sarah B. Newbury, both of this city 

On the Sth instant, by the Rev. Mr. Ogilvie, Mr. Silas Se 
I) win to Miss Harriet Martin 

Ou the Gth instant, by the Rev. Mr. Ogilvie, Mr. Francis I 
Anderson to Miss Mary Ann Wilkinson, all of this city 

On the 2d instant, by the Rev. Dr. Onderdonk, Mr Wi! 
‘liam M. Brown to Miss Maria Morey, both of this city 
| Some time ago, by the Rev. Dr. Hooper Cumming, M: 
} 





| 
! 
} 
i} 
; 


Thomas Murrow to Mrs. Harnet Harned. 

In Edenton, N. C., Mr. Joseph Jones, aged seventy-five, ts 
Miss Louisa Smith, aged seventeen ! 
| In New-Orleans, Mr. Stephen M'Mason, aged nivety, to 
|| Miss Amelia Simpson, aged eighteen! ! 
| Also in New-Orleans, Mr. De Varney, aged sixty-seven 





i 
' 





} 

|} to Widow Susan Emery, aged sixteen!!! 
—_———— ae 
COURT OF DEATH. 

a 





On the Istinstant, Mr. Enoch Smith, in the sixty-fifth year o! 
\hisage. The last twenty years of his life were spent in the reve 
| hue service, 

| Onthe 6th inst., Mrs. Ann M’Gahery, in the thirty-first yes 


lof her age 
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POETRY. 





The Summer Find, 


Ir 8 @ wultrw claw, the m hast drank 
The dew that bh un 
There i 


Theat canopee my dwetlin 


morning erase 
no rustle im the lofty elm 
and ite shade 

iver cools m Tie tient ve the tf ' 
Aval wotet upted murniurs ot the bee 
settliog on the sick flowers, and then again 
Instantly on the woe Live plant aroun 
feel the toe ‘ld tent terveyr the tall Mamize 
Roll tip tte lone green leaves. the clower d 
It« tender toler. and declines tte bloom 
" 


Hat iar in the heres sun me tower the hi 


With alltheimw growth of woods 


Hhemt ard «te 
As if the scorching heat and dazzling helt 
Were but an element they loved) Bright clou 
Votionless pillars of the brazen heaven,— 
Phew bases on the mountaims—their white tops 
hetnn im the tar other fire the au 
With a reflected radmuce, and make turt 
The gpazer's eve away For me, I le 
Lancundly om the shade, where the thick t 
Yet virgim trom the kisses of the sun 
Hetains some freshness, and | woo the wind 
Dhat still delays i coming Why so slow 
Gientle and voluble spirit of the am! 
Oh! come and breathe upou the tamtmg eart 
Coolness and lite Is it that om his caves 
the hears me! See, on yonder woody ridge 
The pine ts beading bis proud top, and now 
Aimone the nearer grove chesnut and oak 
Are tossing them green boughs about) He comes 


Lo where the grassy meadow runs m wave 


Phe deep, distresstul silence of the scene 


Breaks up With mingling of unnumbered sounds 


And universal motion He is come, 


Shaking a shower of blossoms from the s) rubs, 


And bearme on thei lragrance 
Maus ol bitads and rustliag ot young boug! . 
And sound of swaying branches, and the voice 
All the green herbs 


Are stirring im his breath 


Of distant waterfalls 
a thousand flowers 
By the road-side and the borders of the brook 
Nod early to each other rlossy leaves 

Are twinkle tn the sun, as if the dew 

Were on them yet; and silver waters break 
Into small waves, and sparkle as he comes 


To Erene. 


When woes are pressing o'er thee 
Aud hope is fading fast, 
Tieu b, who now adore thee, 
Willi shield thee from the blast, 
That rudely wiusties near thee, 
And withers all thy bloom : 
Ves! 1, who love thee dearly, 
Thy darkness will ilhame 
When thy delights have faded 
And cures begin to press ; 
When sorrow’'s gloom bas shaded 
Phy light and loveliness ; 
When those gay hopes you cherished 
When life was in its spring, 
Have all untimely perished, 
And left thee withering ; 
Then will T fondly press thee, 
With ardour, to my breast— 
Will pray the eods to bless thes 
And soothe thy woes to rest ; 
And while my soul is kneeling, 
And mourning o'er thy grief 
Ti with the warmest feeling 
Administer relief. 


The generous tar defies the deep, 
And all the tempest s { iry braves 

‘That he @ recompense may reap, 

Amid the tumult of the w aves.’ 


, and he brines 


EpMuxp 


Lines. 


w years are come. then I ehall go the wav whence I « 


VWihen m the cold and lonely eart? 


weary bead 
Let me , i stone relate my birt? 


N\ ‘at heen uae “ en | im cle ad 


Kut from the mound a flow ret rear 
l pon a drooping spray 
And as «t fades, each starving yea! 


And wastes its bloom away 


Puill bette: peak of him thats gone- 
(if one that dred m yout 
Wi merits not a liattering stone 


lo blazon humble worth 


Let thoee who seorn d me, then draw neat 


And on that litthe: lower 


~ 


wal one regretting, sorrowing tear 


At twilhehts pensive hour 
Let them forget my folles there 
When Lam cold and still; 
And let hes 


Who never wish d them all 


crave thew pity share 


They cannot hate me when so low 
Nor envy my poor clay; 
And why they should thus treat me now 


I wever vet could say 


1d freely cive all wealth or fame 
heim smiles of love te share; 
But all | boast’s an honest name 


And this Lcannol spare 


Let not my friends there waste a tear 
On my cold, earthly bed : 

Linney lov'd me while I lingered here 
But why regret me dead 

‘Tis heaven that bids my spirit flee 
Phen mourn not oer my grave! 

Phe sighs and tears you weep for me 


Can pever, never save 


But if some to the spot repair, 
fo mourn when Lam gone, 
Let not untelt griet mingle there 


Weep tears of love, or none 


geuusic. 


lhe sott tones of music, 
tiow sweetly they sound, 
By twilight, or moonlight, 
While all things around, 
In stillness and calmness, 
Are bushed to repose, 
And night o'er each landscape 


Its dim mantle throws 


llow rie lily, how swe etly, 
Phey steal o'er the soul, 
Spell-binding each feeling, 
In magic control: 
Whether lofty or lowly 
They rise or they fall 
Magic, soft iaagic, 


's breathed through them all 


tt earth hath of heaven's 
Unmiugled delight, 

And pure ray ethereal, 
Lnclouded and bright, 

lis when music pours forth 
Some exquisite strain, 

And echo, responsive, 
Repeats it again. 

“Tis sweet, at a distance, 
from lute or guitar 

Fo list to their mellow tones 
Murmuring afar ; 

But sweeter, far sweeter 
Are they, when we know 

That woman awakens 





Pasquin 


rheir magical flov = Pf Apams 


To Catherine. 


I know not what of beauty they possess 
Those tarry beimgs, living far above 
This vale of wo and yet of happiness 


Aught of their passionate or tender love 


I never saw one of the airy thror KR 
Gt blest inhabitants of you blue sky 
Nor ever heard the wiichery of their sons 


Nor ever telt the breathings of their si 


But sure | am that earth did ne'er unfold 
such dazzling beauties to mans ardent wage 


Diy features, form d um nature 


' 


Linky Soice attuned to notes of holy praine 


i) l could gaze to maduess on such charme 
And live for ever neath thy glorious smiles 
Tiy chastened conduct rude destre disarms 
bhy presence, too, of pam and wo beguiles 
li there exists upon the face of earth 


! 


Lhat man whosays all womans charms are 


Far trom the voice of converse and of mirth, 
Lhe social circle—the domestic hearth, 


Banish him quick beyond the watery main 


May he for ever o'er Arabia s wild 
And sandy deserts desolat« by roam, 


Nor hear those tender accents, soft and mild, 


s finest mould— 


vain 


Which fell from gentle womans lips at home 


Or to the bound ries of the frozen pole, 


Where never love can warm his icy breast 


Where never womans charms can touch his sou! 


Or soothe the throbbings of his heart to res 
For heaven designed that woman's gentle sw 


Should hold dominion oer the heart of ma 


t 
ay 


nN; 


That her bright smiles should chase our grief away, 


Andolh! ‘tis woman's, only woman’s, can 


——_—— 


To Esidora. 


AT 


Bright sylph! the “power,” which, fancied mine 


Thy pencil has “betrayed,” is thine 
Think, how blind a mortal’s eyes, 

Not to pierce such coy disguise ; 

But now | see thee, Sportive fay, 
Mount the silver moonbeam’s ray, 
Lighting thence on cloud of gold, 

Veil thee tn its amber fold; 

Phen, emerging, sparkling, glowing, 
Airs of heaven round thee blowing ; 
Foot of zephyr, eye of vay, 

From which the san, abash’d, turns way 
Now I see thee, wildering, spring 

On the romping breeze’s wing ; 

All thy tresses, floating light, 
Gemim'd with dew-drops, chrystal bright 
While, through every mystic dell, 
Echo echoes from thy shell, 

As in triumph thou dost ride 

Home thy sylvan spring beside, 
Where rubies dart their crimson light, 
Full in the face of sapphires bright, 
Aud in the sparkling cascades throw 
The foam, tu tulip caps, below. 
Then ephemeral day is thrown 

From the dazzling diamond stone ; 
Night, when walls with brilliants set 
Thy tancy wand displace with jet : 
But when, in thy mystic hall, 

Thou dost for thy wild harp call; 
While, upon the mirror floor, 

A clustering group of elfins pour, 
Should’st thou, o’er the yielding string 
Thy cowslip-kissing fingers fling, 
Lightly draw, from glittering wire, 
Ange! tones of friendship’s fire 

Ol! the bliss, the bliss—but ] 

Should with excess of rapture die 


Diexerr 
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